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We're fighting again But, hey, what else is new? It wouldn't be so bad if it wasn't always over something stupid 
and insignificant. Like now. He's so insecure about what the other guys might think. | say, fuck it. Its not their 
business anyway. Besides, everyone knows Steven was sucking off junkies for smack, and the only reason he got 


kicked to the curb was because he couldn't even play his fucking drums anymore. But | digress. 


Anyway. | got bitched out over the phone for something | don't even remember doing. Apparently, Duff was 
staring us down while | had my hand on his leg. | was told | was rubbing it, and giving him a certain look. 
Whatever man | was drunk, no doubt. And | really don't think it bothered Duff any because he would have 
definitely told me something about it. He's my boy. And he doesn't keep his mouth shut about shit that 
disturbs him. 


All this | told him. Might as well have told the fucking wall. "Well whatever, Saul, because this is the kind of 
fucking shit that'll have us ruined. And you know what that would mean? We'd be over with. You and me." 


He only calls me Saul when he's pissed. | was thinking of a few things to call him myself. 


"You're being fucking ridiculous, Axl. | mean.. what the fuck? | don't even know where you're coming from." 
"That seems to happen a lot" His voice was icy. 
"Now what does that even fucking mean?" 


Dial tone. 


| slammed the phone down and lit up a Red. This shit's getting old. Either he's going crazy about PDA, or he's 
acting bitchy because in private, l'm not showing him enough attention. Which is really kind of funny, 
considering there's always some body part inside someone else when we're alone. | took another deep drag off 
of my cigarette, held it in for a long time, then put out the cigarette in an empty beer can sitting on the end 
table. It'd do better to just sleep on it for a while. 


| was awakened four hours later by the doorbell. Who the fuck? | wasn't expecting anyone and to tell you the 
truth, | really hate surprise visits, mainly because it's usually someone I'd rather not get a surprise from. 


Well, what a great surprise it was when | opened the door to Axl. 


As soon as | opened the door, he moved one of his hands behind his back, his eyes wide. "Hey, Slash.. |, um." He 
trailed off and just stood there, blinking at me. 


Awkward front door scenes aren't my style. "Just come inside." | turned away, digging for my cigarette pack in 
my jeans pocket. | had the cigarette in my mouth when | realized, great, the lighter was upstairs. Well, | needed 
to confront the problem at hand sometime anyway, so | turned to Axl. "You have a." 

Axl had moved his hand from behind his back. He was holding a rose. "Yeah, Slash? I'm, um, really.” 

"Bad at this apology crap?" | smiled. He looked startled for a second, then grinned back with a shrug. "Well, 
you're not." | walked over to him, taking the rose from him and throwing my arms around his neck in that oh- 
so-cliché romantic move. "Believe me." 

His lips against mine, smiling, the way | love them. God, he knew how to win me over. | practically melted into 
him, sucking on his bottom lip with growing enthusiasm as | felt him grow hard against me. Still holding the 
rose in one hand, | pushed him into an armchair with my free hand, grinning. | lowered myself between his 
splayed legs and immediately began undoing his fly. 

“Shouldn't you be the one in the chair?" he asked with a laugh. | grinned up at him, his cock in my hand. 


"Says who?" 


"You're not the one who's supposed to be apologizing." 


"Don't worry about that, ‘cause I'll have you apologizing by the end of the night, bitch" | ducked to avoid 
getting smacked in the head. "Now shut the fuck up, you're such a distraction" | ran my tongue up along the 
length of his cock, feeling him shudder as | wrapped my lips around the head. He sank deeper into the chair and 
buried the fingers of his right hand in my hair. Taking it as a signal, | began working my head up and down, my 
tongue flicking over the tip. It didn't take long before his hips were moving in rhythm with me and his back 
was arched, head thrown back, his fingers tightening their grip in my hair. 


Seconds before he came, | pulled up, trying not to laugh at the look on his face. Such disappointment and 
surprise. "Alright, get your ass out of that chair.’ 


"The fuck?" 


I'm ready for my apology now." | grabbed him by the wrist and flung him to the floor. | caught him with a 
kiss when he sat up. "Now, be a dear.." | tugged at the waistline of his jeans, pulling them lower and lower-- 
"and take this shit off" It always amazed me how quickly he'd comply when I'd tell him what to do. Outside the 
bedroom (or wherever we happened to be, really) he was domineering, almost frighteningly so. | guess that's 


why | got such a hard on from bitching him around like this; complete fucking role reversal. 


When he had his jeans wadded up on the ground and mine were sufficiently around my knees, | turned him 
over onto his stomach. He took it from there. Ass up, his face covered by his long red-blonde hair, his hands 
braced against the ground. | pushed into him as gently as | could, hearing him suck in a breath, feeling his body 
tense momentarily; this wasn't new to him at all, just a little bit more uncomfortable because of the dry 
fucking. | started slow, pushing harder, faster, hearing him moan and gasp as I'd pound so hard my hipbones 
met his skin. 


We came almost simultaneously, | pulled out of him and we collapsed against the wall, grabbing for my 
cigarette pack that was now laying half-crushed on the ground. Luckily, the cigarettes themselves were okay, 
so | grabbed one for each of us. "Say, babe?" He turned his flushed face towards me. "You got that lighter?" 
"Nah. But god forbid you have a fuck without a smoke, eh?" He kissed me on the cheek and got up, wearing 
only his t-shirt, and wandered into the bedroom, coming out a few moments later with a Bic. | lit our 
cigarettes and handed him one, him resting his head on my shoulder. His hand slid over mine, fingers 


interlocking with mine. So sweet. 


It was silent for a few more minutes as we smoked. Finally, "Slash?" | looked at him, into his eyes. | always felt 


like he could look right through me with those eyes. 
"Yeah?" 
‘lm sorry." 


| couldn't help but smile. Hated to say it, but | was starting to love it when we fought. 


